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look into his dying e\es begging for help I could not give My arms and m\ "hands were no longer supple and sure, but limp and flaccid
The man was alive He was not even wounded. He was suffering from a bad case of shock Within half an hour he was up on his feet again and was e\en helping us dig through the wreckage
The water main had apparently been broken, for now the shelter and the basements of the Fuchs factory were all under water, which gushed out into the steeply sloping street The water surged on and was running down toward my Red Cross station and on toward Sweeper's post
This is how the Old Town came to us, in Powisle, with all its horror. Perhaps none of us thought of it then in just those terms However, we all hoped to live up to tie glory which was the Old Town's not only in its death, but also in its fabulous stoicism
Damita went out on patrol duty without orders and, when she came back wounded, with two fingers of her right hand torn to shreds, I first made a dressing for her am tbea gave her a sound scolding She begged me not to teB Sweeper what she had done or that she was wounded Just then Lieutenant Zbych from the mid-city sector arrived unexpectedly. He used to live in our quarter before the Uprising. It was but a short time since he had been released from the Pawiak Ptisan, and the hair on his shaved head was not yet fully grown. He seemed wry tired and very upset
"WiD Powide be able to defend itself?" I asked childishly.
Uetitenant Zbydh was slant for a very long moment. Thoa lie said: *t came here to take my wife away.**
Haws was ao need fear fur&er wnroents. And yet, I said to myself that Zbych's wife was pregnant and so he